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	1. Vigilance

It had been too long. Far too long. Eight months, in fact. And he was growing restless.

"Where is it?" he asked, his sea green eyes anxiously scanning the skies above. It looked like a storm was approaching. A faint wind rustled his already-unruly dark hair.

"Don't worry," said the burly boy beside him, a bow slung over one shoulder.

The girl to his right nodded, her head only reaching his shoulder."It'll be here soon," she soothed, her golden eyes consoling.

But the raven-haired young man barely heard either of them, for he had spotted something in the distance: a looming ship, descending from the silver-lined clouds like some sort of heavenly body. If he closed his eyes, he could imagine seeing her standing at the bow, her golden curls swirling about her face. Her gray eyes would be closed too...

His sea green eyes shot up, the old light rekindled in them.

"She's here," said Percy, gazing at the ship. "Annabeth is here."


	2. Mythomagic

"No, that's not how you do it."

"What? But I already got the Zeus Zap," the boy said to the other, confused.

The younger shook his head, exasperated. "Yes, but now you have to power up."

"How?"

"By trading your weakest figure! Come on, Grover!"

"Sorry, Nico," the older said meekly, scanning his collection of figurines. "Urm, which one is the weakest again?"

"Dionysius, but it's ok, because I wanted him anyway." He plucked a card from his own holographic deck as the satyr handed over his figure.

"Who did I get?" Grover asked, glancing at his new possession.

"Apollo!" the young boy exclaimed, passion dancing in his eyes brightly. "He's so cool! He's got 4,000 attack points, but only if I attack first."

"Ok, so-" Grover was cut off as he saw Percy exiting Artemis's tent, the goddess and her Hunters following. "Oh, sorry buddy, looks like we'll have to finish later, ok?"

Nico nodded. "Ok. But only if I get to roll the holodice first!"


	3. Future

"So what did you want to talk about?" the young man asked casually, his unruly dark hair moving as he flopped down on the fountain's edge beside his girlfriend.

She took a deep breath. "College. Jobs. Kids. Everything, I guess."

He furrowed his brow in concern. "Are you breaking up with me?"

"No, Seaweed Brain!" she laughed, a brief break from the necessary attentiveness. "I will always love you. I only meant, what is the future going to look like for us?"

Absentmindedly he traced his shoe in the dirt. "What were you thinking?"

Their eyes met, sea green and gray, and there was nothing but love. "Maybe we could finish up high school in NYC, and then, maybe, go to college. Together. In New Rome. And then-"

Percy whooped loudly, and Annabeth slapped him playfully on the arm.

"Hush, Seaweed Brain," she giggled, still grinning as she glanced around. "You're too loud! Look, here comes Nico: to tell you to be quiet, I bet."


	4. Strangers

She opened her eyes. Up above, she could see the misty tops of tree branches, possibly pine. She could hear birds chirping in an offkey symphony, the wind whistling through the trees as it breezed through the branches.

Strangers. Everywhere. Everywhere she looked, all around her, were strangers. She didn't recognize anyone, a fact that frightened her more than she cared to admit to herself.

"Thalia."

Her name; she heard it. How could that be? Surely, she was dead. The hellhounds had been numerous enough to make up an army, and more than enough to finish her off, alone in those woods that night.

So what was she doing still alive?

"Thalia," the voice repeated, warm and gentle. A face appeared above hers, similarly open and kind. "Don't worry. You're going to be alright. Just-"

He was cut off by another voice, belonging to a new face in the hovering crowd. She turned her head to see a boy with dark hair and sea green eyes.  
>"Hi. I'm Percy."<p> 


	5. Dam

"Percy - Gotta Go!"

"What kind of name is 'Percy Gotta-go'?" she asked, but the boy was gone.

"Dam it!" she muttered, watching his receding form as he ran towards the elevator, slipping inside the doors as they closed.

She sighed. For one moment, it had seemed like she was on the verge of adventure. To have something exciting in her life would have meant a brief recess from a life with no friends, lots of money, and half-rate parents.

Rachel folded her hands inside her jacket, lingering in the underground of the Hoover Dam for a moment longer before heading towards the elevator. As she stepped inside, she found herself squeezing through the dense crowd, smushed next to the park ranger, a woman with sharp gray eyes and dark hair. They shared a brief smile before the doors opened with a ding once more, and Rachel stepped outside, setting off across the dam's walkway.

As she walked, she tucked her hands into the pockets of her jacket again, and her fingers brushed something crinkly and thin. She pulled it out, and discovered that it was a piece of paper reading:

"Goode High School, New York City."


	6. Welcome

Her eyes passed critically over the three new recruitments; they all looked so disoriented, that she nearly found herself pitying them. Almost.

_Hmmm_... she thought as she scanned one of the three newbies, a scrawny boy with curly hair and elfish features. He wouldn't be very good for what she was interested in, but he could certainly entertain her every now and then if she chose to make him uncomfortable.

The next boy was a big improvement: tall, blonde, and blue-eyed. As she went down her mental list of what she usually looked for in a guy, she found herself marking a check next to each box. She would definitely be visiting his cabin later...once he was claimed and they knew his godly parent, of course.

So both boys were satisfactory, but the girl...she would have to go. She sensed competition in her: something about her features - the color-changing eyes, the effortless hair, the bold personality - made her uneasy, and she knew she would have trouble from this girl.

"Well," said Drew, sniffing with huff as she turned her nose up at the new girl, "I hope they're worth the trouble."


	7. Guard

Bonfires always scared Frank; the idea of them hit too close to home.

Being near fire, intentionally? No thanks! There were too many possible opportunities for things to go wrong, and with his life on the line, the chance of being near a huge, blazing fire for a long period of time was not a risk he was willing to take.

"You comin', Frank?" an older centurion asked as she walked past him at his post.

"No, thanks, I'm good," he responded automatically, not even pausing long enough to really think about it. He'd been asked on other bonfire nights, and each time, his answer was the same.

"You sure? I hear it's supposed to be extra lit tonight!"

Frank subconsciously felt his fingers locate and tighten around the small hunk of wood that he always kept in his pocket. It made him feel safer knowing he had it, where he could keep an eye on it at all times.

He smiled, though it was clenched and forced.

"Yeah, I'm sure. After all," he said, straightening up rigidly and giving a goofy salute, "someone has to guard the camp against the rest of the world!"


	8. Tea

"Two teaspoons of sugar, please," she requested, holding out her cup. "Thank you."

She smiled as the servant dropped in the cubes, and lifted the cup to her lips, sipping the tea daintily. It warmed her to the core, and she breathed in deeply.

Although she couldn't see her invisible servants - for obvious reasons - she could still imagine a young girl graciously bowing her head with a smile as she scooped the sugar out before backing away.

For that reason, and others, she liked to think that she had a good imagination. She figured one had to stay light-hearted and open-minded in a situation like this - no one to talk to, no one to see, no one to touch - and stay somewhat sane.

Still, it got tedious being alone after all this time, forever cursed and exiled on this island, which by now had become home. But is a home really a home if it's also your prison?

She let out a sigh, her breath carrying a faint hint of sugar. She tasted her tea once more before holding it out politely, and saying, "Tea is always better with a little bit of honey."


	9. Crush

"Come on, you stupid idiot," she called, throwing bits and pieces of her bread crust at the boy in front of her.

Although her target didn't react, the boy beside him did.

"That's redundant," the curly-headed boy said. "An idiot that's stupid is kind of implied."

In response, she dumped the remaining contents of the last few chips from her bag onto his head.

He closed his eyes, breathing slowly, and attempted to brush the crumbs from his hair. She let out a snort when she saw that that only tangled most of the bits into his hair even more.

"Seriously, Nancy?" the first boy said, finally turning around, and all she could think was _Yes! Success! _"Do you really have to pick on me and Grover like that?"

"Percy, dude, let it go," said his friend, placing a calming hand on his shoulder, and she was surprised to see him visibly deflate.

"Whatever, Nancy," the raven-haired boy said, turning back around to face forward.

Again, all she could think was: _It's all just because I have a crush on you, you idiot!_


	10. Death

One would think, after years of having the same job, he would finally get used to it. Certainly, a few millennia was enough to make any adjustments to the work environment.

But not for Thanatos.

Each dead soul that passed through the Doors he guarded was just as fresh and raw as the last. He had watched as billions upon billions of souls had entered and exited the Doors, but he still wasn't emotionally detached from it.

No, to him, it was all the more important that he hold on to the faces of each person, for once that person was forgotten, did he or she truly exist? To date, he had remembered the life of every single soul, and he intended to keep his tradition, as long as his memory allowed.

At that moment, he felt another round of sharp pricks sting his body, like the bite of a needle, only ten times more painful. Not only did the pain last, but it was everywhere on him, all at once. It could only mean another hundred or so deaths.

He gritted his teeth, closing his eyes solemnly. "One hundred billion down, one hundred billion to go."


	11. Cards

She drew a card from the deck, nodding at the other girl to take her turn. The other girl glanced at her hand, and pulled out a card and showed it to her.

Upon seeing the number, she shook her head, and the girl pulled a card from the draw pile. Although she didn't say anything, she couldn't help but think: _Go Fish. _

Their card game was interrupted by a commotion outside their glass prison: Phorcys was back, and it looked like he was back with more guests. There three males: a satyr and two demigods. She could sense the ocean in both, though one more so than the other, and yet it was strange. One boy was Roman, the other Greek. She couldn't recall the last time she had seen the two breeds in the same _room, _let alone as friends.

She shrugged listlessly, her drugged lethargy catching up to her, and returned to her game. A little while later, the group raced past again, and one of the boys stopped and looked straight at her.

"I'll be back," he promised, and though she made no sign of understanding him, her heart understood perfectly.


	12. Honest

He couldn't believe it: he was going to be a father. Things this wonderful didn't happen to satyrs like him. He remembered when his wife broke the news to him through an Iris Message, how she'd been laughing and crying along with him through tears of joy. But now, things weren't looking so joyful for the two.

"What is with men and the glory of battle?" His wife asked impatiently, though there was no real anger there. "Why can't you just be content with coming home and being with me?"

"Come on, babe," he told her gently, not wanting her to be angry with him before going off to fight. "You know it's not like that!"

The aura sniffed, holding back her tears for fear of misting herself over. "Promise me you'll come home soon?"

He found himself nodding, though he didn't think he could really promise such a thing. "I will. But, uh, we're going into battle, and it may get ugly. You just _stay safe_. I'll get back. Honest."

Gleeson cut Millie off at the sound of a knock and a voice at the door: "Hey, Coach?"


	13. Hey

"Hey, Beauty Queen." He sat down on the bench next to her.

"Hey, Repair Boy." She looked up at him and smirked.

A long pause.

"Hey, Leo?"

He nodded. "Hey."

"No, I meant 'hey' as in - "

"I just said 'hey'," he told her, seemingly puzzled.

"I know, but when you sat down, you said 'hey', and I thought - "

"So, what? Would you rather I use the word 'hello' instead?"

She shook her head. "No! I didn't say that! I just - "

"Gods, Piper," he said with a roll of his eyes. "You don't have to be such a drama queen about everything."

"Hey!" she huffed, growing angry.

"Hey," he responded, fiddling absentmindedly with his tool belt.  
>"Ugh!" she cried, throwing her hands up in the air. She turned to look the other way, away from Leo. That idiot.<p>

Suddenly, she felt a gentle tap on her shoulder. "Hey, Beauty Queen?"

She gave him a quick glance. "Hey."

"Sorry."

With a small smile, she looked up at him and said, "Hey, Leo."

"Yeah, Piper?"

"Hey."


	14. Burp

"Bwaaaap."

The centaur looked up, one hand frozen above the checker piece. "Did you say something, Mr. D?"

"No, I didn't." The grumpy man glanced up, a sour expression on his face. "Why?"

Chiron shook his head, trying to keep himself from sighing while he moved his piece. "Never mind."

"That's what I thought," the god said as he plucked his pawn from the board and dropped it onto an empty black square. As he did, he let another loud burp leak out, carrying the stale stench of diet Coke with it.

"Mr. D, really!" the centaur exclaimed, shaking his head in exasperation. "Is that really necessary?"

The god of wine smirked mischievously, an expression that looked more like a grimace, and nodded emphatically. "Absolutely."

Once again repressing his urge to sigh, Chiron only moved his piece swiftly to a diagonal square, admitting defeat with a simple, "Very well then." He glanced down at the board, and up at his opponent. "Your turn."

"Hmm." His eyes swept the board, and when he spotted an ideal piece, the pompous god slammed down a red checker. "Checkmate!" he exclaimed with an overly enthusiastic burp.


	15. Waves

"Look, Percy."

"At what? The sunset?"

"No," his mother said patiently, pointing across the beach to the water that welcomed it. "At the waves."

He nodded, his mind and eyes wide open. "Okay. I see them. Now what?"

Sally gazed down at her son, smiling with such warmth that nobody could have guessed what a cool night it was on Montauk Beach. The breeze bit at their bare, sand-covered toes, sweeping their dark hair across their foreheads.

"Now you wave to them."

He scoffed, being at the age when one must decide whether to be a child or an adult. Waving to water? It sounded ridiculous, even to a 7-year-old.

"Why would I do a thing like that?" Percy asked, his nose scrunched up.

"Just trust me," his mother told him, a look in her eyes that was incomprehensible to a 7-year-old like himself. "Wave to the waves, and you will always feel close to your father."

Percy started, surprised to hear Sally mention his father, but mimicked her movements anyway. Together, mother and son stood facing the sunset, waving to the waves, both imagining that a man was standing there with them.


	16. Snow

The snow was especially powdery, and it spread across the forest like a frozen sea, strangling the tree trunks in a suffocating grasp. Daggers of crystal ice dangled precariously from the trees, adding to the eerie stillness and stifling silence that comes with freshly-fallen snow.

She used to love the snow. When she was younger, she would run out into the field behind their home, her younger brother and sister traipsing behind her. Together, they would toss a handful of powder up into the air and laugh in hysteria as it rained down on them again.

But now, the tracker could only associate the weather with the accident, the reason why she had joined the Hunt.

Now, she knelt to the ground, her knee sinking into the pillow below her as she scooped up a handful of snow, grasping it in her hand. There, rebelliously lying amongst the white powder, was a single dark hair, which, upon further inspection, she identified as belonging to a manticore.

"Phoebe!" Someone called, and she turned at the sound of her name.

"This way," She announced, pointing across the forest as she set off into the winter wonderland, the Hunt traipsing behind her.


	17. Houston

"_Hace mucho calor hoy en Houston , ¿no?_"

"No, Papá," laughed a middle-aged woman to the right of the old man fanning himself. "That's just you being _un viejo tonto nervioso_."

"_Silencio_," he huffed, rocking back in his chair. "Be quiet. I am about to meet my great-grandson for the first time. Do I not have a right to be _muy nervioso_?"

Before his daughter could answer him, the rickety screen door that was missing all of its mesh creaked open, and a woman stepped out onto the porch where her mother and grandfather sat, sipping lemonade and enjoying the air.

"Houston," she announced, kneeling down next to them as she cradled something in her arms, "we have a problem, and his name is Leo Valdez."


	18. Twins

He drove steadily, years - no, millennia - of experience allowing him to navigate the path on instinct and muscle memory alone.

Down below him, he saw a troop of teenagers standing around, looking frazzled by the harsh light. Their confusion gravitated around a slight figure at the center, a silver beacon who acted as a calming force: the eye of the storm.

"Little sister!" he cried jauntily, a brilliant grin on his face as he met the throng on the ground. "What's up? You never call. You never write. I was getting worried!"

He couldn't help the smile that lit up his face - literally - at her exasperated expression.

"I'm fine, Apollo," Artemis answered with a sigh. "And I am not your _little _sister."

They both knew that of course. But it was part of their relationship, amongst the constant bickering and teasing, that made each sibling love the other one so much.

"Hey, I was born first," he insisted, trying to force his mouth into a straight line.

"We're twins!" she flamed, and at that moment, both of them shared a knowing grin, the kind that only the closest brother and sister would understand.


End file.
